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™ Von 
w@\X = SSENCE OF MIDLOTHIANISM, 
ae 4s, = EXTRACTED FROM 

ee THE DIARY OF GL-DST-NE, MP. 


Thursday, 28th August.—Up at Six o’Clock. 
favourite books, Homer, and Midlothian Speeches. In the former, 
just reading once more the Catalogue of the Ships. What tender- 
ness, what coyly-hidden beauty, and what suggestiveness in this 
memorable passage! Always comes back fresh to me like a whiff of 
the sea on whieh the ships floated. As for Midlothian Speeches, 
mentioned before that constant study of them is indispensable. 
Always being quoted, or rather misquoted from opposite side. Am 
bound to keep myself familiar with them so as to be ready to 
correct. Pretty to see how surprised AsHMEAD-BARTLETT, or 
BaktrELoT, or RaNDOLPH are when they have put forth a paraphrase 
from one of the speeches, and I rise, correct them, and give the ve 
text. They think it’s magic. Simplest thing in the world. Read, 
say, half a speech every morning before breakfast ; keep it up the 
year through, and, with average memory, can’t fail to master text. 

Mean to rest to-day. Shall, therefore, limit myself to a couple of 
Blue Books and the answering of fifty letters. ‘ 

Friday.—Up at Six in. Like these fresh early mornings. Of 
course, whilst House sitting, can’t manage it, so take it out at 
other end. Har- 
TINGTON always 
wants me to go 
to bed early. 
But prefer to 
hang about, and 
see things all 
right. Don’t 
, altogether like 
-= HARtTINGTON's 
way of conduct- 
ing business 
about Midnight. 
Sits there in 
phlegmatic 
silence, whilst 
Heaty howls, or 
BaRTLETT bawls. 
Consequence is 
they tire them- 
selves out, and 
next business is 
taken. Now, 
when I am pre- 
sent, I sit with 
every indication 
of rapt attention. 
They see that, 
though the score 
or so of other 
Members are 
half asleep, they 
\ e. Consequence is they go on at great 
whieh Sometimes I interject a word across floor of House, 

ch adds to liveliness. Sometimes I get up, and make a little 
eech. That Soope Gtags £ y and though perhaps business 
me on 80 as under Haxtrneton, there is much more 

“eriulness in proceedings. 






Read from my 





Easy Joke for the Scotch (No. 1).—*‘ Such a Feller!” 


have an audience in me. 








_ Got out axe. Always carry axe about with me on these little 
journeys from home. 
If anyone axes for why, 
I hit him a rap with my crook. 
Tt ’s Sarissury kills me, says I. 
Put it that way only for metrical exigencies. Mean to kill Saxis- 
BURY to-morrow t. 
_ Steal softly down-stairs with axe on shoulders. Household asleep. 
Stroll into poms, Sat nice promising young oak, just the sort of thing 
ore 


to take be reakfast. 
Am nearly through with 
it when ERY turns 


up; seems a little an- 
noyed. Asks ‘if I don’t 
think I’ll tire myself.” 
Oh no, I say; to it. 
Generally take a tree, or 
half a tree, according to 
size, when I get up in the 
morning. ERY says 
he’ll show me where 
there are some nice trees. 
Evidently hit upon a 
wrong one. 

Another quiet day, pre- 

g pe and potions 

or the Markiss, 

Saturday. — A ve 
leasant day indeed. 
Jrove into Edinburgh 
this afternoon. Immense 
crowds in the streets. 
Enthusiastic cheers. Corn 
Exchange crammed. 
Cheers deafening. Spoke 
for hour an alf. 
Thought I let the Markiss 
and the Lords have it 
pretty hot, but audience 
evidently didn’t take that 
view. Of course, can’t go 
in for Abolition of Peers with GranvILLE and Krwperteyand Spencer 
and rest in Cabinet. Roskpery says he would Godly oxsange his 
coronet for a seat in the House of Commons for Manchester, or 
Liverpool, or some big town. But Rosepery’s young and enthusi- 
astic. If Dizzy had still been in the Lords, can’t say what might 
have happened. Certainly it would have been fun to abolish him. 
As it is, must keep out of the current. A little embarrassing in the 
resent state of public feeling. Audience listen impatiently when I 
_ eee Franchise Bill, and don’t care much about Redistribution. 

‘“ What aboot the House of Lairds?” cor shout in their persistent 
ractical way. House of Lords must evidently look out for itself, 
Not going to lead crusade against it, but can’t expect me to die in 





Easy Joke for the Scotch (No, 2).—** Kilt 


Entirely!” 





Easy Joke for the Seotch (No. 3).—** Putting the Stone—very pooty.”” 


its defence. Done what I could in quiet way to bring it down. 
Made Knatcusvtt-Hvuerssen a Peer, but House still carries on. 
Mean to make Dopson a Baron, but don’t suppose even that will 
shake them. Plenty of his kind already in House. All very well to 
ery out against House of Lords. But what would a Minister do 
without it? When a man fails in the Commons, or becomes 
inconvenient there, we can make him a Peer. How the Queen’s 
Government is to be carried on without this resource can’t say. 

Quite fresh after Wanted to walk back to Dalmeny, but 
Rosesery said be late for dinner. Sat up till Half-past 
Twelve, writing for Nineteenth Century essay on the Income Tax. 
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THOROUGH! 


Mamma, “ Witn Tats rricutTrv, Hor WeatTuer, I THINK I MUST HAVE THAT CuILD’s Hair cut!” 


Tommy. “OH yes, MA!—AND, LOOK HERE—I SHOULD LIKE TO HAVE IT DONE BY THE SAME HAIRDRESSER THAT CUTS UNCLE 
BenJsamMin’s!” 








Sabbath.—Went to kirk in Edinburgh. Rosgpery says proper | for him. Now and then Possy, gently purring, quickly strikes out, 
thing to do is to go to Morning Service, take oatmeal-cake al slice|and gives him invigorating seratch. But, for rest, there’s not a 
of strongly-flavoured cheese to munch in interval succeeding on| man worth quarrelling with. Longs to breathe again the invigorat- 
Morning Service, and so be in good time for the Afternoon. We did | ing air of the House of Commons. Well, perhaps he shall, Mean- 


this, and spent very pleasant day. Morning sermon one hour and | while I’ll just have a run round the park, and then to bed. 
twenty minutes. Afternoon discourse a little shorter, only seventy | . 


minutes. Notice pervading smell of peppermint. Old Lady in pew | ae 











behind presses lozenge on my acceptance, which I surreptitiously vas yy 

place in the inner band of Roserery’s hat. Interesting to watch K. Henry @eorge Hobn. 

when we leave, putting on his hat, taking it off, looking inside, find- eS 2 - oe 

ing nothing, and putting it on, with troubled brow. ‘‘ Anything En ? dead at Eighty-nine? A ripe old age. 

wrong *” I ask.4 ‘* No,” he says; “‘ only fancied I’d got wrong hat.” Dear renderer of many a learned page 

Strange how these little incidents cheer one in midst of serious Into the—rather dryasdust—vernacular ; 

business of life ! , : : = ; True source of many an utterance oracular 
Monday.—Tried on my new kilt this morning. Fits admirably, From many a pseudo-pundit, who scarce owns 

and am told I look well in it, though regarded as a costume it is a To wandering in that valley of dry Bohns. 

little draughty. Ordered it specially for Braemar, where I go on Thousands should thank thee who will hardly do so— 

from here. Not sure I shan’t take a hand in the games myself. | In public! From Carutius down to Crusoz 

Practising putting the stone this morning. After third throw, I put From Piato, Xenopuon, and ARISTOTLE deep, 

it in the vinery, where I’m afraid it did a little damage, though To GoETHE, SCHLEGEL, SCHILLER we drink pottle-deep 

RosEBERY says not. Rather makes out that he likes his guests to | Of Learning's fount frogs thy translated tap! 

heave half a brick into his glass houses, and spoil his grapes. | And what though o’er it one may nod and nap ? 

Wouldn’t think visit had gone off well without it. But that is his | ’Tis wholesome, if not sparkling, with sound Gedy, 

politeness, Sorry about the vinery, though couldn’t be helped. | If not the glint of true Pierian toddy. 

Shall go on practising. Hope, by time I reach Braemar, shall be| (Gone from thy roses underneath the daisies 

a little more certain that, when I “ put” a stone in a particular We echo Emersonian thanks and praises, ? 

place it doesn’t turn up elsewhere. And say (Pundits make puns, and sometimes own ’em), 
Another great meeting to-night. Gave ’em nearly two hours, and “Vale! De mortuis nil nisi Bo(h)num !” 

they wanted more. Same old difficulty. Listen impatiently to| . 

arguments about the Franchise Bill. Want to be at the Lords. — ae 








Getting a little forrader in that direction myself. Always was open| Nor aur G. A. 8.—According to one of the staunchest and dearest 
to conviction. Don’t know that, if I were forced to it, I wouldn’t| of his friends, Mr. Punch has “ now got his white kid gloves on, and 
undertake to regard House of Lords as extra branch of the Upas| has scented his handkerchief with Jockey Club.” Long ago Taack- 
tree. Worst of it is, nobody would like this better than the Markiss. | Ekay gave Mr. Punch a white waistcoat, and (to revive a fine old 
Would any day give his left hand to be back in the Commons. | crusted joke) these latest additions to his toilette only prove him to 
Says Pussy is the only being that makes House of Lords inhabitable! be a man of scents and a person of stable mind. 
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BROWN AND JONES AT THE CRYSTAL PALACE. 


Scene—The Buc kingham Palace Road. Enter Browns and Jones 
(n. andt.). They meet, start violently, and then speak. 

Brown. Can I believe my eyes! What, Jowxs, the school-friend 
I haven't seen these twenty years ! 

Jones. The same (with a sigh) ; 
addressing Brown ¢ 

Brown. You are, indeed. And, as we haven’t met these twenty 
years, or more, I would merely ask—All well at home ? 

Jones. Thanks—tol-lol, Fawwy has a slight cold; but, as you do 
not know her, what mattersthat? And your circle ? 

Brown. Fairish, thanks. And so, Jones, it is indeed yourself; 
and (for I have an excellent memory for dates), your birthday ? 


and, if I am not mistaken, I am 





The Crystal Palace as it ought to be. 
Jones. Right again. As you say (sadly), it is indeed my birthday! 
this ful ‘ i 


Brown. Nay—why mourn tone ? ou want cheering, 
man, and J will entertain you. What are you doing to-day ? 

Jones (gloomily). Nothing. My family are out of town. 

Brown (cheerfully). ell, and so are mine. Come, you shall be 
my Guest. I will take no refusal. We will go to the Crystal Palace. 

Jones (with a melancholy smile). The same old Brown as ever! 

They go by the High Level route to Sydenham. 

Brown. 1 am glad you are my Guest, although the outing will not 
be inexpensive. I always travel third class. 

Jones (with some bitterness). So it seems. 

Brown. 1 hate your stifling first, your genteel second. No, give 
me your honest, homely third. And did we not have a pleasant 
journey? Confess, you did not expect to see so many stations ? 

Jones. Certainly—and we s' at all of them. 

Brown. Indeed we did! Well, here we are in the Central Tran- 
sept! Is not thisa grand sight? Look at all this beautiful glass, 
those exquisite bronzes, yonder matchless porcelain. This costly 
collection of objects, all worthy of attention, is called! the} Inter- 
national Exhibition. What do you think of it ? 

Jones (with enthusiasm). y best thing I have seen for 
years. As you say—or should say—one might spend days in admiring 
it. Why, the place should be crowded! And yet—(looking about 
him)—I see but few eye 

Brown (heartily). let us make up for the deficiency! Come, 
you are my Guest,—there is no extra charge,—let us enjoy ourselves. 

[They devote hours to the examination of one of the prettiest 
little Exhibitions of modern times. 

Jones. But tell me, Brown—is there not a Fine Art Gallery in 
connection with this delightful show ? 

Brown. Indeed there is! A magnificent collection of Pictures, 
Foreign and English. Really good, and well worth the extra sixpence 
charged for admission. 

Jones. Let us go to see them. 

Brown hesitating). Well, they are in the Galleries, and I know 
you do not like mounting steps. (Smiling.) I must consult the 
comfort of my Guest. 

Jones. Nay, you are wrong. For the last twenty years I have 
been the most daring of Alpine climbers. e, I say, come! 

_ Brown (resignedly). Well, then, be it 2s you will. You are my 
Guest. (Slowly ey a shilling.) We will see the Picture 
Galleries. (Stopping suddenly, and bursting into tears.) No! no! I 
cannot bear the sight again! I cannot admit once more that British 
Art is inferior to Foreign! It is too, too, too painful! No, you must 
excuse me ! Weeps. 
Jones. Nay, I meant not this! Well, we will not go. . 
Brown (regaining his cheerfulness, and putting baek his shilling). 








A thousand hearty thanks, my honoured Guest. I see you are the 
same old Jones. (Starting.) But what is this? Your cheek is 
pale, your breath comes and goes! Surely, oe are not dying ? 

Jones (bitterly). No, not dying. No such luck. (Ina voice.) 
I merely faint for hunger. Sinks on to seat, 

Brown. Oh, that is all! Well, my honoured Guest, after you 
have seen the Illuminations, you can go home to supper. 

Officer of the Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals 
(suddenly interposing). This man is dying of hunger! If he is not 
fed immediately, I shall summon you. 

Brown. Come, Jones—(with a defiant glance at Officer)—come to 
dinner! [He leads his Guest to the South Wing, where they dine, 

Jones (revived). Well, really a most excellent meal ! 

Brown. As you say, excellent. Were you not my Guest, I would 
tell you that although cheap for the money, it is very expensive, 

Jones. Expensive! Two soups, two fishes, two entrées, a choice’of 
joints, cheese, and dessert, and all for three-and-sixpence! You 
call that expensive ! ais 

Brown. A Roruscuttp, no doubt, would smile’ at the amount! 
Well, we have enjoyed it, the more especially as by taking no wine 
and confining ourselves to water, we have been able to appreciate the 
full flavour of every dish. And so, my honoured Guest, you have 
taken the Blue Ribbon ? 

Jones (surprised and indignant). Not I! On the contrary, my 
Doctor orders me champagne with ~~ meal. 

h, why did I not know this 


Brown (sadly, and reproachfully). 
before ? 

Jones (eagerly). It is not even now too late. I often take my wine 
with the fruit. 

Brown (with much feeling). You shall not! 
cholera at our very door, 
late now to stay longer. 
attention. 

[Hurriedly settles the bill, forgets the Waiter, and drags his 
Guest into the grounds. 

Jones (with genuine admiration). Why, this is magnificent. The 
.* Healtheries ? are nowhere! I have never seen an grander 
in my life! 

Brown (heartily). 


No, no; with the 
ou shall take no fruit! Besides, it is too 
The Illuminations demand our immediate 


|| WEST Eno 
| EVERY Hour 
ih) 
THEREACUETS 





The Crystal Palace Railway as it oughtn’t to be. 


Take one of these chairs—there is no extra charge—and watch the 
thousands of twinkling lamps, the Chinese lanterns, the fairy lakes, 


and the magical alcoves. Isn't it pretty ? 
And all the. outcome of oil, coloured glass, 


Jones. Indeed, it is! 
and paper ! 

Brown. And taste, Jonzs; taste! And now, my honoured Guest, 
we must return. When we met this morning, friend of my school- 
days, I made up my mind that you should h before the night 
was over. And you shall. We will return by Low Level route. 

Jones (roaring with merriment). Oh, I have heard of it! Platform 


crammed with passengers wetting for trains that, seemingly, never 


come, trains filled with third- Dmg ot in first-class carriages, 
that, apparently, keep no partic time! confusion everywhere, 
and on all sides what the French call “reclamation.” Oh, a wicked, 
funny, madcap line ! Z 
Brown. Ah, indeed it is. Come, then let us enjoy the jest! 
[They spend the next two or three hours in catching a trawn and 
getting to Victoria, 7 
And so it 
i ince last ! 
is twenty years since last we met 1 weld ok 
one trifling favour. The loan of a sovereign. 
Jones (smiling, and giving money). The same old Brown! Well, 
Brown (pocketing sovereign). It may, indeed 








Jones (bidding his friend farewell), A right merry day. 
Brown. Yes, my honoured Guest ; and, before we go, 
farewell ; it may be twenty years before we most again ! [ Beeunt 
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WHAT ’S IN A NAME P 


Mein Herr Pedagogue (which means My Lord Professor—to plain John Smith, Esq.) 
‘‘Acn, 26H! YOU TO NOT ABROOF OF ZE BRIFFILETSOHES OF ZE BeEeracE! My 


And gay Lawrern Jack and fair AmpeRanye are happy 
enough—but har! 

(With much force.) There’s bold Srarrer Gus with his 
blunderbuss lies hid by the Capstan Bar ! 


5. Wildly. 

A howl and a yowl, as the rivals close, with a frantic 

force they fight ; 

A smash and a crash, and the pebbles fly, as they kick 
scream and bite ! 

A thump and a bump and a blackened eye, a sprain and 

a broken nose ! 

A crack and a smack and a fractured leg——a bundle of 

tattered clothes ! 

(With grief.) But bold Spanner Gus, when the red sun 

rose, was nought but a bruiséd scar, 

And gay Lanrern Jack he never came back that night 

om the Capstan Bar ! 


6. Plaintive Conclusion. 

Ah! our tale is told! But we oft come here and gaze on 
the haunted mill, 

For the noxious nugget no longer chirps and the captious 


ar by still! ; 
When the gaping grampus,is all forlorn and the muflin- 
eers are beat, 

When the scallywag, with his carpet-bag, has nothing to 
drink or eat, 

When the careful crumpet no longer tries to plunder the 
Pullman car, 

When the day is post and the tide runs fast—we weep for 
the Capstan Bar! 


Q. E. D.; 


OR, DEMONSTRATIONS, AND WHAT THEY 
DEMONSTRATE, 


Tuar a plain issue can be put in so many contradictory 
s, and with such infinite variety of sense-obscuring 

oageicey, as to puzzle the very elect—or at least the 

very electors. 

t this matters less than might be imagined, because 

most people have made up what they call their minds in 





coot VRENT, DEIR KRATEST BRIFFILETSCH, IN YOUR ZO SCHNOPPISH ISLANT, I8 
DAT YOU GALL ZEM EGGSGLUSIFLY My Lor7, AND DEIR Vires My Lary! VxEuu| erroneously conceive 
I VILL KIF YoU AN aTvice, You arg A Lornr (or zz GREATION) AND Your | pleading, 
Vire 18 A LATY !—AND ZOH LIKEVISE VIZ ALL YOUR VRENTS! ACREE TO GALL 
YOURSELFS AND EACH ODER ‘My Lorr’ anp ‘My Lary’ ror a Gorrie oF| scholar, an erudite 
CHENERATIONS OR Z7O—AND ZERR YOU ARE! AND VERE IS ZE BEERAGE DEW? 


ical thinker, a s 


advance, and only want 


and intensified by lavish abuse. 
That a genial Peer, a venerable tribune, a polished 


their prejudices—which they 
to be opinions—confirmed by special 


fessor, a cultured cleric, a philoso- 
man of business, a mouthing 


—VaT say you To ZAT, Herr Lort Scumipt?” 





[J. 8. is aghast at the splendid audacity of the suggestion. 





THE CAPSTAN BAR. 
A PIECE FOR RECITATION. 


1. Narrative tone. 


Au! the days are 
And laughed aloud at the topping lift and jeered at the garboard streak ! 


There is ale to drink as we sit and think, and knots‘in the oaken plank : 
But the fretful foam of the summer sea, the scent of the seething tar, 
Alas and alack they ever bring back the fate of the Capstan Bar! 

2. Tears in the Voice. 
Oh! we toil and moil and we moil and toil for the scanty wage we earn, 
As the mud may spatter the Hansom-cab and freckle the fitful fern: 
But never again in the wreathing rain, a-roll on the raucous rink, 
Do we clasp the hand of the German band and swim in the sable ink! 
While the pallid hencoop may away and the juggéd hare may jar 
With a gruesome groan as he sits alone and stares at the Capstan Bar! 

3, Hearty joviality. 


And our knives are sharp as we twang the harp and batter the old tureen! 
While the limpets laugh and the winkle wails and the hermit-crab is sore, 
And the pensive puffin tries hard to learn the Song of the Stevedore ; 


As the simple lads smoke Intimidads and sigh for the Capstan Bar! 
4. Soft, bland Voice, tempered with sorrow, 


Ah! ’tis passing sweet when the day is done, and the craven eringles croon, 
And the snackfrews start in the village cart, in sight of the silver moon ; 
en the gloomy gargler has gone to sleep, and the busy buzwigs snore, 











As the lovers stalk with a catlike walk on the cataleptic shore ! 


a 


t when we clomb the mast and sat on the peerless peak, 


Yet the wayward windlass is blithe and gay, there’s brass in the County Bank, 


But our hearts beat high for the Strasbourg pie, for two-pronged forks are keen, 


For the gleesome gull flaps his white, white wings and longs for a mild cigar, 


emagogue, a literary hack, and a secularist ranter may 
be trusted to compete vigorously, and on tolerable equal 
terms, in thrasonic irrelevance and railing. 

That if betting were possible on the result of this cre- 
ditable competition, it would probably rule as ‘‘ the Peer 
for choice, against the field,” to the extent at least of a 
point or tue, whilst the Cleric might probably come in a 


second. 
That public men—as painted by other public men—are 
a flock 5 which all are black sheep. 
That self-praise, which, proverbially, is “‘no recom- 
iene” is, politically, your only universal form of 


That ‘ the Country ” (in a political sense) is a noun of 
multitude of the most indeterminate character, signifying, 
many or few, as the case may be. E ; 

That “‘ the Country ” (in this sense) is always emphati- 
cally, and even angrily, on the side of the particular 

-man who ha’ to be spouting. ; 

That there is no known rule for determining the real 
significance of a public meeting, of a bye-election, or of a 
statistical statement. 

That the same obscurity attaches to the utterances 
of leading Statesmen, whose meaning everybody is quali- 
fied to declare (in senses diametrically ite)—except 
the speaker a who cannot—consistently with party 
convenience —be lowed to know anything about it. 

That there is no silliness so silly as ‘‘ smart” silliness. 

That smartness occupies itself mainly in the manu- 
facture of phrases of novel insolence inappropriate- 
ness, terms of vulgar and undeserved abuse, and meta- 

rs—commonly very ‘ mixed” indeed—of meanly and 


maliciously d suggestiveness. 
where so much mud is flung, some of it 








That, finally, 
will eatteldiy tide—to the hand that flings it! 
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Bobby Short. “1 say—I can’t Find MY PartNER, Miss WILson ! 


A FRIEND IN NEED. 


HAVE YOU SEEN HER?” 


Tommy Long. ‘‘Don’T KNOW HER BY SIGHT, EVEN! Bort, 1F you LIKE, I'LL LIFT you Ur, AND YOU CAN HUNT FOR YOURSELF !” 








THE DIOSCURI IN EGYPT. 
( Adapted— more or less—from Macaulay.) 


Unto the Great Twin Brethren 
Toasts pass at board and feast. 

Swift, swift the Great Twin Brethren 
Go, arm-linked, to the East. 

They go from grouse-loved moorland, 
From land of larch and pine, 

From country home o’er ocean foam, 
And o’er the iron line ; 

From where with shots and shoutings 
Full many a mansion rings, 

In heathery Caledonia, 
The land of whirring wings, 

To where by ancient Nilus 
The Pyramid’s proud height 

Looks down once more on troops of war, 
And prospects of a fight. 


The glace of El Teb’s slaughter 

_ Below them now is seen ; 

Tel-el-Kebir is drawing near, 
Scanned by their optics keen 

In bird’s-eye view, whilst wafti 
Swift through the orient air, 

As westward low the sun’s fierce glow 
Burns with a blood-red glare 

And far to north Gorpontvs, 
Knight of the stainless lance, 

Looks o’er the foe-thronged Desert 

_ With long-expectant glance. 

rhe Cockney baits his angle, 
Or loads his gun, but of | 

Little thinks he of onee strong limbs 
Dead in those sands below. 





Little thinks he what horrors 
Beset that awful field, 

How in the red soaked swamp of blood 
The poor Egyptians reeled ; 

Whilst, like fierce wolves at gallop, 
Or vultures swift of wing, 

The Arabs flew, and slew and slew 
Their foes in huddled ring: 

How thick the dead lay scattered 
Upon the sands once white, 

How helpless through the desert waste 
Raved the wild stream of flight ; 

And how stout Liberals faltered, 
And Tories seemed to foam, 

What time through many Specials 
Men got the news at home ! 


But now the Great Twin Brethren 
Of mortal eyes are seen, 

And optics many a hun 
Glow at the sight I ween, 

And to the Great Twin Brethren 
Many make vows, and pray 

That they in council and in fight 
May keep their heads alway. 

For there is mess and muddle 
O’er all the Coptic land, 

War that men cannot love, and peace 
Men cannot understand. 

For head with head agrees not, 
Hand doth not act with hand, 

And feet seem feebly stumbling 
Like steps on shifting sand. 

Gtiapstonivs is Dictator, 
The'man of seventy fights, 

He made the stout Sytvanus 
His Master of the Knights. 





But things, ’midst plaint and laughter, 
Drag on from day to day, 

And nothing seems to follow 
From council or from fray. _ 

But whilst some talk of truckling, 
And curse the Old Man Grand, 

Men are aware of a yn | pair 
Descending on the land. _ 

They float, arm-linked and airy, 
All-confident appear, 

And forthwith all the ranks at home 
Seem of far better cheer. 

Men hope that by far Nilus 
Things soon will look more bright, 

The Manor settled on the left, 
The Turk upon the right. 

“What think ye?” cries GLADSTONIUS. 
**T’ll not desert the field, 

Though unto pressure premature 
I am not prone to yield. 

Gorpontvs yet I’ll reseue 
All in my own time 

And settle things in general up 
In that far Coptic elime. 

Rail not at my past blunders 
(Lf what ye deem they are) 

The Shining Brethren see at last ! 
They ’ll soon put all things square!,’ 


The Ancient Great Twin Brethren, 
Castor and Pollux hight, 

Were held to bring the ship to shore, 
And help the Chief in fight. 

Our modern Dioscuri 
Are on their airy way, 

“ Helpers of mortals” named of old— 
May they bring help to-day ! 
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THE TOWN. 
No. X1i.—Scrence. 
Wuart says the Sage? ‘“‘ A wise interrogation 
Is the best half of Science.” Now, indeed, 
Science obeys Baconian 
Ca es — — exhortation, 
‘ Since everything, from 
a comets up to creeds, 
-> Spite Orthodoxy’s heavy 
indignation, 
This mighty ministrant 
to mortal needs, 
Proud of its late complete 
emancipation, 
Subjects to pitiless **inter- 
rogation.’ 
Pitiless? Yes. Scalpel 
< and syllogism 
<<% Are equally remorseless. 
> / Yet wit 
, Science has now received 
». ¢ the Social chrism. 
‘ The Drawing Room in- 
vades the Lecture Hall, 
Sweet lips lisp low of ology 
and ism, 
And shaggy Seers at ban- 
quet and at ball 
Pose with polite complacent consciousness, 
As oracles of lore in evening dress, 


‘** And why not?” cute McCocxer crackles. He 
Is five feet four, but bantam-built and bland ; 

He has an eye that’s bold, a tongue that’s free, 
A fat, emphatic, dimpled, little hand. 

His knowledge, quite an unknown quantity, 
Is liberally dispensed about the land 

In lecture, little book, and leading article. 

Of shy reserve the man has not a particle. 


He is an F.R.S., and has the right 
To add a lengthy string of learned letters. 
The ‘*‘ Row” regards him as a Shining Light, 
Bacon and Humnotpr may have been his betters 
In brain, but he in knowledge beats them quite ; 
They were half-bound in theologic fetters, 
But Science now is Free, and nought can shock her 
Back into bonds,—according to McCockeEr. 





Encyclopedic knowledge sometimes comes 
From the Encyclopedia. Some declare 
McCocker’s lore the brazenest of hums ; 
But then, you see, one meets him everywhere. 
From Learning’s tables even the very crumbs, 
Well managed, make a showy bill of fare. 
But be that as it may, why need we busy us 
To prove McCocker a new Dionysius ? 


Lapiace or LARDNER little cares Society 

So that its learned lion is amusing. 
McCocker’s talk has infinite variety, 

And if sometimes he might be found contusing 
His shins against big subjects, did dubiety 

Not tie his hearers’ tongues, there ’s no refusing 
The praise the little pundit earns so well 
Of being an unabashed Sir Oracle. 


And Science now, like Art, has learned to bend 
To Fashion and to Trade ; cannot resist 

The lure of lucre, stoops its aid to lend 

_ To shrewder knaves than Jonson’s Alchemist. 

Fraud looks to it as a most useful friend, 
The purchased praises of the Analyst 

To Food-men’s vaunts the public ear incline, 

Or help the vending of a worthless Wine. 


Then why should not McCocxrr, like the rest, 
_ Exploit his cheap omniscience where so few 

Can put its proud pretensions to the test ? 

His cometary prophecies, ’tis true, 
Miscarried most amusingly, his quest 

Of the true cause of the hue 
Of certain sunsets proved a curious case 
Of the right scientific wild-goose chase. 





it yt ot that? A Kepies may mistake ; 
jon—trying prophecies—go wrong. 
A smart sensation article may y 
A reputation with the unlearned throng. 
Science, the modern Titan, doomed to shake 
The ancient Heavens, is so proudly strong, 
It may survive, in calm serene secureness, 
A great deal of erroneous cock-sureness. 


my: the blind the one-eyed man is king, 
And when McCocker plays the Polyphemus 
In boudoir or in studio, who shall bring 

Ulysses, from his thraldom, to redeem us ? 
Ulysses sits at home, slow ripening 

ruits of true knowledge, and would troublers deem us. 

Though he, indeed, could tell us how unstable 
Is Fashion’s pseudo-scientific Babel. 


For Science hath its Babel. Autumn’s glow 
Heralds its many voices. Pundit Peers 
And femmes savantes rhetorically flow 
Or dully stammer ’midst factitious cheers. 
Sensational summaries, disquisitions slow 
Tickle or bore Society’s foolish ears, 
Fill many a column, furnish many a joke, 
And end, ’twere too severe to say in smoke. 


But modish Science is a sciolist ; 

There spreads a bridgeless and unsounded chasm 
Between great Nature’s true anatomist 

And platform prattlers about protoplasm. 
The host of spouting dabblers can’t resist 

t tendency to shallowness and spasm 

Which Art and Science, Poetry and Passion 
Alike display when they are made the fashion. 


How the Factitious sways us! How Pretence 
Worms at the heart of movements and of modes, 

Dictates our tastes, our pleasures, our expense, 
Our zestless customs, and our zanyish codes ; 

Bids us take BristLER’s coxcombry for sense, 
Find Sapphic fire in SLop’s salacious odes, 

And make believe to hear without satiety 

Prosings of the Pan-Cosmical Society. 


There shines Lord Limpert, there Miss Pecxer prattles, 
And there the Reverend Cosmos Crump declaims, 
On women’s souls and sufferings, or on cattle’s. 
There coteries trumpet forth their favourite names, 
Half men of science, half agreeable rattles, 
Midst whom, the idol of the learned dames, 
McCocker, leads logomachy or laugh 
Good equally at mot and *‘ monograph.” 


Purveyor he of scientific padding, 

Sandwiched between sensation and small rhymes, 
In half the magazines. His genius gadding 

Shines in all spheres and traverses all times, 
Stoops to gay chat on fashionable fadding, 

Soars to the course of comets or of crimes, 
Deals with lawn-tennis or with sanitation, 
With “‘ poker,” or spontaneous generation. 


Science? The shallow talk that takes the Town 
At Congresses or Conversazioni, 
The dilettante chat which brings renown 
To modish mimes of Bastian or BELzon1, 
Urania might regard with haughty frown ; 
But though McCocxer, like the Scriptural coney, 
Is a small creature, he contrives to play 
The Social Lion in a wondrous way. 


Fashion must smile on Science, or be shut 

From Culture’s “‘ ring” at its selectest corner. 
** The savant is a bore one cannot cut!” 

Sighs Fxresix, with the face of a chief-mourner. 

iety may not crack the Sphinxian nut, 

But it can play the sciolist Jack Horner, __ 
Pick plums from the Darwinian pie, and flourishing 
The crude harsh fruit, declare it nice and nourishing. 


’Tis so the Town creates and crowns its Shams, 
ay O real with a care most curious ; 
i fads, it idolisesflams 
ith hollow zeal, enthusiasm spurious. 
Its eagerness to gorge Cant’s latest crams 
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THE SORROWS OF 
SANITATION. 


(Dr. Mortrrwgn GRANVILLE re- | 
cently declared ‘‘ there are multitudes 
who suffer the sorrows of a sanitary 
life ”) 

I’ weary of the dwellings known 
As sanitary houses ; | 
I’m quite contented with my own, | 
_ » —— rouses 
€ scorn 0 our Engineers— | 
Who head this modern move- | 
ment ; } 
Each man possessing, it appears, | 
A patented improvement. 


| I’m tired of all this endless noise, ! 
And talk on sanitation ; 
The plumber comes, and heenjoys, | 
Of course, the situation. 
He brings the ventilating-trap, | 
W hak one may be scientific ; } 
I know I’ m scarcely * worth a 





His it is so terrific. 


I’m bound to try electric light, 
To Sway and Sremens trusting ; | 

| wake up thinking in the night 
The — concern is ‘* bust- 


ing 
They = there’s danger lurks in 


Ani = yhoid in a puddle, ' 
And de oth j in coloured socks and 
shirt ;— 
It’s all a precious muddle. 


Oh, give me back the good old days 
Before these men ran riot, 

To stand within the ancient ways, 
By open drains in quiet. 

1’m sick of scientific strife, 
I’m always on the anvil, 

So, hang a sanitary life, 
I say with Doctor GranvIL_r! 





BY DEGREES. 


‘Nrvery in the shade ?” cried | 
Miss Virointa VERIUICE, reading 
a meteorological announcement. 

‘*T should think so,indeed! Why, 
I am not half that, and I’ve bom 
‘in the shade’ for years!” 


I twangle in his 


Tue Best Joxe or THE WEEK. 
—Le Gaulois calling Mr. Giap- 
stone “‘ le hideux Shylock !” 





PUNCH’S OCCASIONAL FABLES. 
‘* The bearings of it lie in the application.""—Jack Bunsby. 





THE POPGUN AND THE PENNY-TRUMPET. 
“ Torre!!!” cried a Popgun, its to 
With force prodigious, at a Great 


“ Guess that means sudden death, or mortal maiming. 
See where it hits him—smack ! 


“Pooh!” shrieked a Penny-Trum 
‘* Mine is the music that his sou 


And feel no sort of fear.” 
The Great Man minded neither blast nor pelt, 
The first he heard not, nor the second felt. 


Moral. 


Small choice between fools’ halfpence and their kicks. 
Leviathan cares for neither pats nor pricks. 


WHAT IT MAY COME TO. 





Could Senators survive ? 


I remember, I remember, 
| The Marq juises and 
“The peereas rows of Poaresses, 


Those flowers decked A wel 
tomar ¥3 bench, where the 


And i the Prelates shone 
| In iety and lawn arrayed— 
the Bishops now are gone! 


I meg ge I remember, 
| Where I was used to spout, 
= oa the papers must be 


My el nen my speeches out. 
oquence was practised then, 
Thee now is left to rust ; 
“And Statesmen oft, I’ m sure, 
have winced 
Before my boyish thrust ! 


I remember, I yma 
The Commons trooping 

I used to think that ina fight 
The Peers must always win. 

It was a childish ignorance, 
But now ’tis little joy 

To know iA m kicked out of the 


How 
cit is Gh 0 bey! 





A BATTER PROSPECT. 


Tr seems that young Mr. PULLEN 
heads the Gloucestershire Batting 
Averages ~ year with the v 
pe figure of 3974, e 

lad to see this, as Glouces- 


-pellet aiming, 
an’s back. 


ape footing ' madly, rvs ire Cricket, although not yet 
aise ; he’ll hear it gladly, Feo ak evidently requires 


| 





Tue Porsvrrs or THE Pre- 
mIER.—It will be seen that Mr. 
GapsTone has not relinquished 
his habitual recreation of cutting 
a tree down, to mount the stump. 








VERY MUCH ABROAD. 
(Notes of a First Visit to La Bourboule-les-Bains, Pwy-de-Déme.) 
If. 
With a Growler on a Night-journey from Paris to Laqueuille. 


Duper Curvers has commenced the journey by saying peony 
that he is ‘‘ prepared to sage ee and that ‘his name is 
However, I soon find that his tone of mind belies the name which he | mak 
has chosen for himself. 

Dup.ey Curvers has become quite a changed character ; that is, at 
the present moment en route for La Bourboule. Had I been asked 
at any time within the ae twenty years to past out the man whom | rin 
nothing could ruffle, I sh without tation, have named 
Iu ~y Cc Wegg did. into —_ a est (one glides Poles 

rench as into poetry, HIVERS is tout-d-fait 

Grit Frenchman” 


— te the he is a geen per- 
sonified. discover it at once. "the effect u self is 
curious ; for whereas, up to now, I had looked upon ob igatory 


journey ‘to il disspl a course of water- 


‘ angat water-treatment at La Doc ele as 


to which only the prospect of a certain future 
meet we could in the Sed seemed me, now, 
wretched view that Dupizy Curvenrs takes of every- 








thing and everybody, I am forced into so strong an opposition as to 


find myself becoming quite a Mark Tapley, every one eens 


|more and more cheery and sanguine, though oceasio 


in my own beliefs by my companion’s apparently nal founded 


scepticism. 
“A long journey before us,” I commence, pleasantly, “ but the 
name is Easy,’ 


reward of returning quite well !—eh ?” 
“Ah, that . . wis the Gentleman whose ‘ 
oc ony F aay in Sip cent, whe be cotbeay ne O° 
imself phn “* What carriages these are! beastly ! 
and dgnhen: francs supplément - ' What an infernal row that engine 
makes ! the deuce can’t the French start a train without all 
this ae shouting , foghorn-blowing, and bell- 
ringing? Ugh! the fools!” - 
They are noisy,” I reply, jut ‘but there’s life in it. 
Here the engine gives a series of screeches as if in ex 


we Go it!” shouts the Easy One,—CHIvers nommé Facile,—sarcas- 


tically. ‘“‘Go it!—allez!—don’t mind me!” This _aiiaraton, 
addressed to the Stoker, eaay L and Railway Officials Sevand fer 
don’t mind hin j in the ye a 


fer min oe They 
ew minutes all attempts at conversation are 

con ve ‘shrieks, answered by other oe ch 
Fee arn with dallas cewade mache the nighh thiooan. 
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DELIGHTS OF THE PEACEFUL COUNTRY.—No. 3. 


Ir 1s 80 NICE TO GO DOWN TO A RETIRED Farm-Hovus®, AWAY FROM THE Noise OF TOWN, AND FAR FROM THE BLACKS, AND 
SMUTs, AND SMOKE. 


Hi 


Yih]? )} 





THRESHING TIME. 








“If this is to go on, we shall never get any sleep,” growls 
CHIVERS, 

“Oh,” I say, to comfort him, and get him to be a little more 
agreeable,—otherwise I shall regret not having retained my own car- 
riage, and travelled, ‘for this night only,’ alone —‘‘ this horrid noise 
won t continue when we’re once clear of the station.” 

How do you know?” he asks, discontentedly. I don’t know; I 
only suggest it in the kindliest spirit. The shrieking ceases for a 
while, and then we talk. 

gs it will be a beastly place we’re going to,” begins the 


ne. 
“I hear,” I return, “‘ that it is dull, but very prettily situated.” 

I shouldn’t have been going there at all if it hadn’t been for 

you,” says the Easy One, angrily. 
r. Indeed ?” 

Yes—you gave such a spovte account of it when we dined 
together,”—{I remember I did; but that was when I was rather 
touting for a cheerful companion than speaking from absolute know- 
lecze)— that I at once asked my Doctor, and he strongly recom- 
mended me to come here, and wrote me a letter of introduction to 
one of the Doctors at the place itself.” 

Dr. Prosiré?” I inquire, that being the name of the eminent 
practitioner to whose care I have been confided. 

Yes, that’s it; Prosrré!” he replies, in a tone of the deepest 
annoyance. ‘‘ Propité! what a name!” 

First-rate man,” I say, at haphazard, and chiefly because I’ve 

recommended to him. For surely my Doctor wouldn’t send me 
to anyone but a first-rate man ? 

Is he?” returns Carvers, in a sharp suspicious manner—(never 
the &man so changed as Curvers!)—‘' I don’t believe it. I believe 

e whole thing’s a swindle.” 
hi How do you mean ?” I ask, for I am bound to expostulate with 
m, as, in bringing such a sweeping charge as this against the place, 
. is not only condemning the Doctors abroad, but the Doctors at 
mp who have written on the subject, and setting down the experts 
oad be age men, who have publi their yses of the waters 
salutary effects, as all humbugs, everyone of them engaged 








~ mee grand conspiracy to beguile patients into going to La Bour- 
2. 


‘“‘T mean,” goes on the Easy One, with the brutal frankness of a 
man who having suddenly discovered that he has been a du , now 
wishes to undeceive everybody else, ‘‘ I mean that the whole place 
is a humbug, a speculation. It was got up, it’s a well-known 
fact” —(then how is it I’ve never heard of it? But I don’t 
interrupt him—I want to hear all his startling revelations, and, if 
his facts are proved, back I fo to London again, firmly resolved to 
burst the La Bourboule bubble)—“‘ it was started by Dr. Scuiissrt,— 
a thorough speculator under the Empire,—and he got a lot of Doctors 
to form a Company, and work it.” 

‘“‘ Well,” I object, ‘‘ but there must have been natural sulphuric 
and arsenical springs as a basis of tion?” ; 

“* Not a bit,” replies CurveRs, with triumphant malice,—‘ ordinary 
mountain springs, doctored.” 

‘* What!” I exclaim, horror-stricken at the idea of such villany. 

** Yes—doctored,” he proceeds, with an air of being thoroug 
well up in his facts—“ yes, doctored. That is, the sulphur an 
arsenic are supplied every morning from Paris, and put into the 
jar springs. Steam does the rest. The whole thing’s a regular 
swindle. 

‘Then why go there?” I naturally inquire. } 

He shrugs his shoulders, and answers—‘‘ Well, yon see, if the 
medicated mixture called ‘ the waters of La Bourboule,’ produces the 
desired effect, what does it matter whether it’s a swindle or not?” 

I admit that this is true to the extent of individual benefit, at the 
expense of gen and professional morality. To which Curvers 


simpl 

“Blow general and professional morality |” 

‘“‘There’s another thing,” he continues presently—‘‘ the Romans 
were great chaps for baths.” Cuivenrs is a well- man. ‘ There’s 
not a Station male, as they call it, existing now but what was 
exploité by the old Romans originally. Take Aix-les-Bains, Aix-la- 
Chapelle, any of ’em,—Mont Dore,—beyond where we’re going,— 
and there is Roman history to each of ‘em, Roman ruins and 
Roman relics in every one of them. But at Bourboule not a 
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vestige, not a trace of a Roman having ever had even so much as a 
hip-bath there,—no Roman coins, no Roman ruins. . If it had aware 
had the present reputation, wouldn’t the Romans have made the 
place? Bah! I don’t believe in La Bourboule! I know it will’be 
beastly! But mind,” concludes the Easy One, as he turns on his 
side, away from me, and closes his eyes, ‘* 1’m hanged if you ’re not 
al for taking me there!” : ¥ 

I am now bound to tell him all I know about the place, its virtues, 
ts benefits, its charming climate, its situation—high up in the 
mountains, — and its 
system of baths. I am 
going on in this strain 
when he looks round 
sharply and interrupts 
me with,— 

** Have you ever 
been there ?” 

I am compelled in 
truth to answer, ‘‘ No, 
I have not.” 

** Very well,” retorts 
the Easy One, sitting 
suddenly bolt upright, 
—*‘then, till you have, 
you don’t know any 
more about it than I 
do. Your information 
is on jhearsay,—so is 
mine. But when you 

ke of the place at 
that dinner-party ”— 
he is always twittin; 
me with this, as if 
were to be tied to 
everything being 
taken literally that 
I said at any dinner-party,—specially on an occasion when 
naturally stretched several points in order to gain the one I had 
at the moment in view, that is of getting an agreeable travelling 
companion, who would beguile the weary hours of the night with 
pleasant talk and amusing anecdote—‘‘ when you spoke of La Bour- 
boule at that dinner-party, you certainly gave me to understand 
you had been there yourself, and knew all about it. Oh yes, you 
did.” And down he goes again on the sliding-seat. ; 

Did I speak at that dinner-party about La Bourboule as if I had 
been there myself ? 
| I’m really very sorry, but I don’t think I could have,——at 
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least I didn’t mislead him intentionally. Besides, the conviction 
grows upon me that he could not possibly recollect, with any exact- 
ness, much that I had said at that dinner-party, because I remember 
his telling me that he was taking champagne, and smoking a big 
cigar, on that occasion only, as an exception to his rule ; and then 
remember distinctly that, on turning to ask him a question, I sud- 
denly missed him, and, on subsequent inquiry, I found he had left 
comparatively early, but that no one had noticed the precise moment 
of his departure ; insomuch that, on my asking for him, the wag of 
the company had at once mded to look under the table. I am 
emboldened by this remembrance to affirm that I could never have 
said I had been to La Bourboule, as it would have been absolutely 
untrue, and therefore, &c., &c. . 

“No,” replies the Easy One, who can’t fix himself in a comfortable 
position ; “J don’t mean that I understood you to positively say so ; 
but from your manner and way of talking about the place, anyone 
would have inferred that you had been there for several seasons.” 

| Of course, I can’t help what he inferred from my manner,—but 
here the engine re-commences shrieking, and brings this part of our 
| conversation to an abrupt conclusion, After anathematising the 
| noise, and once more preparing himself for repose, CHIVERS complains 
| that he knows he shall be miserable, as he left his Valet behind 
him, and that in consequence he shall have to carry his own bag— 
Does he throw this out as a hint that he wishes me to carry it for 
| him ?)—and he will have to unpac for himself, and brush his own 
| clothes, and—O !—he knows he’s going to be very wretched,—he has 
| quite forgotten that ‘‘ his name is »’—and he does hope I won’t 
| trouble him any more with talking (here’s a pleasant companion 
| whose “name is Easy” !), as he wants to get to sleep, and he must 
request me not to get out at Limoges, or any other station, as he is 
lying just across the portiére, in front of which his legs form a sort 
of bar, and I shall have to put him to all sorts of discomfort. 

And this is the man whom, from knowing him for the last twenty 

| years in various circumstances, I have selected as the best and most 
agreeable travelling-companion in the world! Moral.—Take care 
how you tout for a companion for a journey ; stick closely to facts 
| when describing what you know nothing about except from merest 
hearsay, and don’t be too ex ive in manner at a dinner-party. 

‘‘ What great effects from trifling canses spring !” 





Ijto him,” and that “his 





‘* By the way,” he murmurs, before dropping off to sleep, “‘ what 
Hotel did you tell me to take rooms at?” ‘ 

I rs a the name of the one Soames we om yam ae : 

“Ah!” he groans, “‘ you’ve let me intoa ing. friends 
in Paris, Parisians who know all these French wateri - 
tell me that the Hotel you’re taking me to is quite -rate, 
Ugh!” he growls, ‘‘I shall leave the beastly hole if I don’t like it, 
— o- 1 no servant! I shall have to unpack my own things! 
and——Ugh!” 

Why doesn’t he get out at the next station, and take a return- 
ticket to London? But suppose what naa should happen to be true? 
Suppose we are the dupes of cunning designin 
the whole thing is a swindle!! Su that we find La Bourboule 
to be pretty much what Martin Chuzzlewit and Mark Ta found 
that Eden really was, after the American Agent’s glowing i 
tion of the place as seen on the map? What then? As they used 
to say in old Melodramas, “‘ The deadly — (of Curvers’s conver- 
sation) has done its work,”—and Jago (Cutvers) has whispered into 
the earof Othello (myself) his distrust of Desdemona (La Bourboule), 

i t 


This thought bothers 
me, The sliding-ecat of 
the coupé-lit is a nui- 
sance; it slides when I 
—~ | Lye ~! poe then 
won’ go again 
without much physical 
exertion, which is too 
fatiguing this blazing hot 
night, only to slide out 
again when least required 
—and for this I have paid 
eighteen francs supplé- 
ment, simply because the 
gentleman who said he was 
going to “‘ roughit,” that 
everything was ‘‘all one 





name‘was Easy,” wouldn’t 
move his things from his 
carriage into mine. 

I cannot sleep. But... 
the Grumbler can. His 
name is Easy at last. 
There he lies, extended on 
his sliding-seat, his feet encased in natty slippers—‘‘ pumps,” with 
striped socks just visible, after the manner of the tomimists, 
who in old pantomimic days used to be down in the bills as “‘ after- 
wards Harlequin’”—an intimation scarcely necessary then, as the 
future Harlequin invariably played the Lover in ‘‘ the opening,” and 
was immediately detected by the least experienced habitué, on 
account of his pumps and silk stockings,—yes, there lies Carvers— 
as ‘‘afterwards Harlequin”—fast asleep, and no longer grumbling 
or growling, but snoring—but even in his snoring there is so strong 
a note of discontent that it only sounds as if he were still grumbling 
in his sleep. At Limoges he must play the at of the “‘ Slee 
Awakened,” as I shall descend and seek the buffet, in search of a 
cooling draught. 

Riddle composed, said to, and guessed by myself, while Monsieur 
qui s'appelle ** Le Facile” dort en ronflant.—Why might I just as 
well have come to La Bourboule in a four-wheeled cab ’—Because I 
have taken a growler. 

Limoges.—No cooling draught. No ice. Nothing, except ana- 
themas from Curvers, to which I pay not the slightest attention. 
On we go again, shrieking, whistling, and screaming without. 
Snoring within. ‘‘ Sleep no more”—but I drop off about 5 a.m., and 
at 8°45—just one tedious hour late—we arrive at Laqueuille, where 
we have to get into an omnibus to take us on to La Bourboule! 
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Rhyme for Rogers. 
Howr’er it be, it seems to me 
A House of Peers can be no good: 
Mob-caps are more than coronets. 


And Hyde Park crowds than Hatfield’s brood. 





‘* There ’s no Place like Home!” 
EspEcraLty when it is comfortable. See the following advertise- 
ment in the Daily Telegraph :— 


COMFORTABLE HOME offered for an Invalid or Imbecile Person, 
A trap kept. Good reference. 


** A trap kept”? But what do they want witha ? Do 
tl rt ae ee 


ut the imbecile person in it if he 
This is one of the things we ‘‘ want to know, you know.” 
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Is Sold 
by all 
respectable 


Chemists, Grocers, 


and Mineral 


Water Dealers. 
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AROMATIC CLOVE, 
BERRY, PINEAPPLE, 
GONELLE, QUININE, PEPPERMINT. 
Retail from Grocers, Druggists, and Wine Merchants 
every where. 


biected the Ment 
Juice to fal analysis for quality and aad ee 
recommends the J..~4 to drink it in preference to 


of aleohol. 


TSERRAT 


LIME-FRUIT 


.. sue 
CORDIALS 


STRAWBERRY, RASP- 
SARSAPARILLA, JAR- 





DELICATE AND 


A postions a 
flavour 
aL Times. 


Price 42s. 


be 
Mes 


WELL MATURED, 


“GLENROSA” 


PURE SCOTCH WHISKY. 


mellow spirit, of very 


he ital 
safely recommend 


per Dozen. 


Of all Wine Merchants. Wholesale Depét, 


48, MARK LANE, LONDON. 





GOLD MEDAL 
AT 


CALCUTTA 


HAS BEEN 


PERINET 


FOR CHAMPAGNE 


THE 


EXHIBITION 


AWARDED TO 


& FILS’ 


REIMS. 





MAX G 


Semple Case, conta'nin 


SHAREHOLDER 


Fully matured, having 


Head 
@, SUMNER 8TR 


2, O.v Bow Srneer, Ww. 


CARLOWITZ, 


REGER’S 
1878. 


= one boftie each of six 


different kinds, carriage paid, 19s. 8d. 


$’ CARLOWITZ. 


24s. per dozen. 


been bottled three years, 


CARLOWITZ. 
18e., 24e., 32s., 420., 60s. 
For other Wines, enscsts apply for Price List, 


MAX GREGER, Limited, 


Wore Meacnants ro Hen Masusty ra Quer. 


per dozen. 





Office— 
EET, SOUTHWARK. 


Convenient Tasting Rooms and Order Offices— 


and 7, Mixcixe Lane, B.C. 





CANTAB C 






IGARETTES. 


he BEST 6d. and ls. Packets or Boxes, in Aromatic 
Turkish or Sweet Virginia. 
CANTABS are sold at Bew 


0,8 o> 
trand, oe 143, Cheapsite. London, ana at 
Onists in the Kingdom. 
A ZICALIOTTI, Manufacturer. 
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WU UNLAPEST 


\PERIENT | 


oe 


| Janos 


no better brand than the 


“* There's no fweeter Tobacco comes from Virginia and 


Three Castles.” 





Tuacxeray (The Virginians), 


“‘ For dear are thofe * Three Caftles ” to my wants.” 


Tennyson (Prince/s, Can. IT.) 





ROSE’S 
LIME JUICE GORDIAL. 


The favourite Summer Beverage. 

A delicious Cooling Drink in Water. 

Is prepared from the Lime Fruit. 

1s entirely Free of Alcohol. 

Effervescing in all Aérated Waters. 

An excellent Stimulant biended with Spirits. 
Is highly Medicinal. 

Cooling and Purifying the Blood. 

An excellent ®tomachic, assisting digestion. 

Is recommended by the Lancer. 

Is Sold Everywhere. 

Wholesaie Stores—11, Curtain Road, London. 


ROSE’S 
LIME JUICE CORDIAL. 


fold by all respectable Wine Merchants. 
Duty considerably reduced, 5th April, 1881. 


HEERING’S 


ONLY GENUINE 


COPENHAGEN 

sian CHERRY fch"stit 
Pov: st ane BRANDY, 
MENTS TO THE Rorat Danrem ap Iureatac Russian 
Covars, axnp H.M.H. rus Parcs or Wates. 








“ABSOLUTELY PURE.”—Gee Analysis, 
sent post free on application 
“CRYSTAL SPRINGS.” 
Renowned for their purit 
ELLIS'S frouec sar 
Situated on the “premises, 
and exclusively 
the private pro- 
UTHIN fr 
Zerastisuep 1825. WA | ERS. 
Soda, Potass, Seltzer, Lemonade, Aromatic Giager 
Ale. For Gout: Lithia Water, and Lithia and 
Potass Water 
Corks branded—“ Kk. ELLIS and SON, RUTHIN,” 
and every Label is registered, and bears their Name 
and Trade Mark 
Bory Evenrwausns awp Weotesate or 
R. ELLIS & SON, Ruthin, North Wales, 


Street, Cavendish Square 
CAUTION.—Beware of spurious imitations, and 
insist on having ELLIS'S RUTHIN MINERAL 
WATERS. ns 
SOLE ADDRESS: 


R. ELLIS & SON, RUTHIN, NORTH WALES. 


SIMPLEX FOUNTAIN PEN. 


Most simple in construction. Takes an ordinary or 





quill nib. Needs no adjustment, and may be used 
with Lj ink. RY i? complete in box, ls. 6d. Plain; 
Orna The most useful and ch st 


ented, 2 
PUUNTAIN P mE N yet offered to the Public. Post 
free for ls. 6d. and 2s. 84. respectively. To be had 
of all Stationers, and of the Sole Wholesale Agents, 


47, EASTCHEAP, LONDON, EC. 
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Send pom - 


Botanic Medicine Co., SWoabutard st., WC. 








SAMUEL BROTHERS 


s 


respectfully invite 


applications for 
PATTERNS of 
their NEW MATE- 
RIALS for the 
Present Season. 
These are for- 


warded post free, 
together with the 
ILLUSTRATED 
PRICE LIST, con- 
taining 250 En- 
gravings, illustra- 
ting the most 
becoming and 
fashionable styles 
of Costume for the 
wear of Gentle- 
men, Youtha, Boys, 
and Ladies. 


SAMUEL BROTHERS, 


MEKCHANT TAILORS, OUTFITTERS, 2e., 
65 & 67, Ludgate Hill, Lonpoy, E.C 


HARTIN'S CRIMSON SAL | 
DISINFECTING POWDER. 


FOR DRY USE. 
Non-Poisonous, non-Corrosive, perfectly 
soluble, and Wirmovr Suzuu. Is ready for 
instant use by sprinkling upon all that is 

o ive or dangerous. 

Gro. R. Twexpre, Esq., F.C.8., says:— 
“The results of an extended and elaborate 
series of carefully-conducted experiments, 
convince me that eases Patent Ceimson 
Sact Disisrectine Powper is a most 
reliable, economical, thorough, and safe 
Disinfectant.”’ 

Bold by Chemists everywhere in Tins, 

Prices 1s. and 2s. Wholesale by 


Hartin’s Crimson Salt Co., Ld., Worcester. 















SOLD BY ALL CHEMIST: 

AND PERFUMERS, IN 

ELECANT CRYSTAL 
TOILET CASKET 


price 2/6. eamea 


LOCK 
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Trkheel 


cures Neuralgia 
Faceache, Tic 
and Toothache, 


Nervous & Sick Headache. 
From «4 Orererman 
or tue Cavusce oF Enouanp. 

“ Dec, 20th, 1888. 
“Gentiemen,—I have great pleasure in recom. 
ag: to the public your valuable preparatiog® 

In eahes whére I have known it to 

used, it was most effect in curing Neuraigta, 

also Toothache. 1 hope you will be well repald for 
our certain and safe remedy. —Te Evrros or‘ Tus 

anism Macazine,’ Bedlington, Northumberland, 
Price 2s. 6d., to be obtained of all Chemists every- 
yess. Do not be persuaded to “Tay someraime 


ores Pree for 2. in Stamps or 
Po 0.0., from the Manufacturers, Chane, BLEAR 
ALE, BELL @ 00. York lwo pore avory 


core, 143, New Bond Street, W ler & © 
4, Cheapside, B.C mesons nes Duncan, Flock hi 
& Co. Panis: Roberts , Rue de la Paix. 
Hecrast: Grattan & Co 


SPENCE'S Wild 
VELVETEENS, 


100 COLOURS GUARANTEED 





IN EveRY _ FAST PILE 
SHADE,  7°%,,3/6, 3/11, 4/6 


PATTERNS SENT FRER. 
76 to 79, St. Paul’s s Churchyard, London, 
‘GOLD MEDAL, BOSTON EXHIBITION, 1568 


SIR JAMES MURRAY'S 
FOR ACIDIT 
INDIORSTION, 
HEARTBURN, 
GRAVEL, AND 
Gout. 


FLUID MAGNESIA. 


The Inventor’s Pure Original Preparation. 
lg, Bottles almost Double usual size. 
Sia Jauth Monastry & Sow, Temple Street, Dublin, 
Bagctay & Sows, Farringdon Street, London 
gD 
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feratch oer opart tne pot points be being r 
Sample Hon, 64 : 

or send a stamps to the Woras, Hiaminonam, 

London Warehouse, %, King Edward Btreet, B.C. 
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NON - ~ MERCURIAL. RAVERT 
tow? for CLEANING SILVER, BLECTRO- 
PLATE, &c. Two Gown Mrpale—New Zealand, 
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The “ ate ” is the richest, softest, and most 
Fabric ever produced, and is pre-eminently suited for 
Indoor and Outdoor Costumes, Suits, and Children’s 
Dress, Every yard is stamped on back “ Nonpareil,” to 
protect the Public from Fraud, 


The finer qualities are equal in appearance and wear 
better than the very best Lyons Silk Velvet, and cost 
uarter of the price. Can be purchased from all leading retailers at 


= 2s. to Gs. per yard. wana sents Jolie WggtaE ik Gare, 
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ECKETT'S I ek 


— FRUIT DRINKS.) ARS P 


Manchester I have made a careful examina’ 

rT'S BEVERAGES. I find them perfectly pure and free 
g deleterious to health ; they are non-intoxicating, ¢ 

as ant ant invigorating drinks. The Lame-Fac 4 





wr, Rasrecenr, Lewon, Onanen, &e., vaake § 


r. 3 
Semmer drinks mixed with either plain or atrated water, a 
t the w ev Leovson and Winreaine are excellent { 
s for Brandy and other spirits - 
s, le. Od. (eufficient for twenty tumblers; ; Half- Pints, 1s. 
A sample bottle of any of BEGSETT'S FRUIT p = 
& sent, carriage paid,to any address for Nine Stamps , two 4 
, 4. ; six pints, 10s. 64. Sole Manufacturer, W. KECK ETT, ys Se . OM PLEXION 
4, Manchester. London Depot, 95, Farringdon &t., E.C. e 
Sold by Chemists, Grocers, and Coffee Tavern Co.'s. ; 
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Thie New Food is distinguished from all others by the impor- 
ant fact—that when mixed with warm milk ® process equiva- Pears’ Soap) has opened for j 
te partial digestion takes place, by which BOTH THE a Jar re Sale in th @nite ales 
AND THE MILK are adapted for rapid assimilation. re" 

ENGER SS FOOD can therefore be taken with comfort when am willing to stand by every word im 
all other Foods disagree. favor of it that I ever uttered, A man 
pape hey ie must be fastidious indeed who is not 

ecrving of the highest praise.” —Paactirioner 


VGER'S FOOD ia sold by leading Chemists, fe., in 
Tins at 1s. 6d., 22. 6d., and 5s 


MANUFACTURERS, 
MOTTERSHEAD & CO. (S. Paine and F, B. Benger), 


7, EXCHANGE STREET, MANCHESTER, 
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By Special Royal Appointment. 


SPEARMAN’S "em.3°” 
DEVON “22” 
“aso SERGES 


{ Customers testify that no other article woven 7 

general utility. Por Ladies’ wear, beautiful quali- 

és. 6d. the yard. For Children's wear, ca Sony 

i. to %&. the yard. For Gentlemen's wear, double 4 
6d. to Ins. 64. the yard. The Navy Blues and the 

fast dyes. On receipt of instructions, samples will be 

r FREE. N.W—Any length cat, and carriage Paid to 4 


JAP SREARS: SOAR: PE 


A SPECIALTY FOR THE SKIN & COMPLEXION, 


As recommended by 


Pror. SIR ERASMUS WILSON, .2.s, 


Late Pres. of the Royal Col. of Surgeons, London. 


Wothing adds so much to si ap Trance as a BRIGHT, CLEAR OM- 
| PLEXION AND A SOFT SKI! With these the plainest features "ate 


attractive. Without them the handsomest are but coldly impressive. 
Many a complexion is marred by impure alkaline ana Colored Toilet Soap, 


PEARS’ .SOAP 


Railway Stations, | No other article woven equais this ; Is specially prepared for the delicate skin of ladies and children, and other sensitive to 
y. Only Address, the weet winter or summer. It is pre-eminently the complexion Soap, and is recom- 


PEARMAN PEAR i ) im mended by all the best authorities, as on account of its emollient, non-irritant character, 
S &§ my were 1 REONESS ROUGHNESS AND CHAPPING ARE PREVENTED, 
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AND A CLEAR AND BRIGHT APPEARANCE AND A SOFT, 
5 Richest Custard! Without Eggs!! 
Half the Cost and Trouble!!! 
yee 


‘ 
VELVETY CONDITION IMPARTED AND MAINTAINED, ANO 
7 A GOOD HEALTHFUL. AND ATTRACTIVE COMPLEXION 
} 
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cemarkable. __|5 INTERNATIONAL AWARDS. 


SRRAES Ee 


ENSURED. 
inte and Origina 


Its agreeable and lasting perfume, beautiful appearance, and soothing properties com- 
mend it as the greatest luxury of the toilet. Its durability and consequent economy is 
: Tasty Dishes for the Dinner and Supper Table 
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